THE   EPIC   OF    CAPTAIN   SCOTT

hoped to sleep upon the glacier the next
night. c We should reach it easily enough on
to-morrow's march. . . .' Tomorrow, to-
morrow . . .

But it was not to be. Far away, up on the
plateau above them, a little cold wind awoke.
Blowing the snow off the peaks and the passes,
down the valleys and slopes, it came tearing
and plunging. Growing in strength and in
noise and in volume it swept down the glaciers
and on to the Barrier. A raging howling
blizzard struck the camp. It lasted four days.

This was a most cruel blow. They were a
day's march from the Beardmore : fourteen
men, ponies and dogs, all in good health and
high spirits, and ready to make a great advance.
And now there was nothing to do but sleep
and eat, and to eat food that should have
taken them many miles further, for it was
impossible to reduce rations so early in the
journey.

The tents were soon snowed up, and the
weight of snow pressed the canvas inwards, so
that the men who slept next to the walls were
cramped for space. The weather became
warmer and the snow changed to driving sleet.
But the blizzard continued without a pause.

The wretched ponies suffered most. Drift
snow, which found its way under their rugs,
melted and made their coats wet, and the
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